2so                    BOTHWELL              [ACT in.

First Attendant    What should they say, with thanks

for their own hap,

But that this chance is dire and this man dead ?
There is no more yet for sage lips to say,
That would not timeless be stopped up with earth.

Enter the QUEEN and BOTHWELL.

Quern.   Leave us, and after take your charge again.

First Attendant.    We must forbear her till her moan
be made.    (Aside.)            \Exeunt Attendants.

Queen.    Let me look on him.    It is marred not

much ;
This was a fair face of a boy's alive.

JBothwelL    It had been better had he died ere man.

Queen.    That hardly was he yesterday ; a man !
What heart, what brain of manhood had God sown
In this poor fair fool's flesh to bear him fruit?
What seed of spirit or counsel ? what good hope
That might have put forth flower in any sun ?
We have plucked none up who cut him off at root,
But a tare only or a thorn.    His cheek
Is not much changed, though since I wedded him
His eyes had shrunken and his lips grown wan
With sickness and ill living.   Yesterday,
Man or no man, this was a living soul;
What is this now?   This tongue that mourned to me,
These lips that mine were mixed with, these blind eyes
That fastened on me following, these void hands
That never plighted faith with man and kept,
Poor hands that paddled in the sloughs of shame,